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Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
If you haven't read "Awakening" before reading this, I'd recommend it, but the stories can be read seperately. 


Hope you enjoy it and thanks for reading! 


Lately things has been off with the band. 


You can't exactly put a finger on what has caused it, nor can you complain about it since the situation seem 


to have everyone working harder. All of you are more concentrated, more focused. 

Something is just off though. 

It might be the mood. Chit-chatting, pranking and fooling around has gradually become rarities, and if you have 
to be honest with yourself, which you try to be these days, you'd say that Axl is the main fucking reason 


that things are strange. 


Hell yeah, you all know that emotional torments are basic personality traits when it comes to the singer. At 


this point they've become basic conditions within the band, but lately Axl has been completely insufferable to 


be around. 
Sure, he's working as hard as ever and singing his ass off, but shit, the guy is moody. 


Most of the time he doesn't utter a damn word when he isn't singing, and when he does he's preferably 
shouting nasty phrases at whoever his poor target might be. Usually he rounds it all off by flicking the rest 
of you off and storming out of the studio not to return before the next day. Personally, you prefer that over 
the days when he ruins equipment. 


To say that the situation is unsustainable, with new material in the making and a relatively short periode of 
time till the next tour, would be an understatement. Obviously shit has to be done, so the rest of you have 
been discussing what to do about the moody redhead. 

For a while the band has benefited from Slash seemingly being able to talk some sense into Rose, but 
something has caused the guitarist to refuse to do so any longer. You don't fucking care whatever 
disagreement the two of them have put upon themselves, but apparently it's bad enough for Slash to not care 
about the problem whatsoever. He usually leaves or gets higher when the situation is addressed. You guess it's 


safe to say that the fucker has been in a mood too, but at least he can move the fuck on. 


So far there's been no solution to the problem - mostly due to the fact that the rest of you are too big of 


pussies to confront Rose. 
The guy is bloody crazy, what can you do? 
However, this means that today's rehersal is a lot like any other day's rehersal. 


Axl seems to have shown up early and is sitting by the piano, playing some notes, but not really giving into it. 
He hasn't said a word yet. 


The rest of you flings around the recording room waiting for Slash to show up and for the awkwardness to be 


replaced by music. 
You have some new lyrics to go over that Axl has been working on. 


The singer wanted you all to take a look at the songs for today, but to be honest, yet again, you didn't find 


any time to go over the papers last night because you were preoccupied. 
Preoccupied with Linda. And Karen. And Susan, and whatshername. And Smack, your great love. 


If the singer finds out he's going to cut off your fucking balls, but in the moment it was a risk you were 
willing to take. 


Now knowing which scrowl is on Rose's face you're not so sure you made the right decision. 


While you're picturing Axl literally cutting off your manhood, blood everywhere, the door is slammed open and 


in storms the tall, curly-haired dude you call Slash. 
You watch him as he heads straight for the piano with white paper sheets in his hand and long steps. 
"What the fuck is this!?" 


Slash smashes the paper sheets onto the piano in front of Axl who surprisingly enough doesn't react much 
except for the bored look he spares Slash. 


"Lyrics" Axl simply says. 

"Lyrics, huh? You fucking cunt! This shit is bullshit and even you fucking know it!" 

You're unable to look away from the scene that's playing out in front of you. Slash usually doesn’t give a shit. 
Its fascinating and bloody disturbing. 


"This is." Slash lifts and slams his hand back down onto the paper, "this is the most offensive shit you've ever 


let out of your stupid fucking mouth, Rose!" 
Shit, you should've gone over the fucking lyrics last night. 
You steal a glimpse of the others and you get a feeling they dont know what he's talking about either. 


Axl snorts and cooly turn back to the piano. That's when a large hand grabs his face harshly and forces it to 
face the owner of the hand. 


You watch Slash kneel down at the same eye level as the redhead. 

Their faces are too close. 

"Oh, you fucking little bitch! Fuck you!" 

They're staring intensely at each other and you're getting uncomfertable 

No one has ever argued like this within the band before 

It's too much, too intense - too intimate, but you're not looking away and you're not interfering 


That's when Axl gets his head turned enough in the hand to bite directly into the flesh between the thumb 


and forefinger. 
You hear Slash scream bloody murder and hit the redhead hard enough for Axl to fall off the piano bench. 
When Rose lifts his head there's blood on his lip. 

"What the fuck" you hear one of the others murmur before you see Axl jump at the much taller Slash 


Physical fights aren't pretty and they rarely occour in the band, but when they do, the involved parties 
fucking mean it. 


It takes a while for the rest of you to seperate the two of them, and when you finally succeed you have to 
hold them back while they continue to lash out like a couple of angry dogs. 


"Fucking bastard!" Axl spits and looks to be in a state of anger you haven't quite seen him in before. 

Slash lets out a feigned, very loud, laugh, "is this what you turn into, Axl? Huh? Missing my cock that much?" 
You feel yourself freeze. 

What a sick thing to make up in the middle of a fucking fight. 


"Shut the fuck up" Though the singer is literally bursting with rage, he stills. He pulls his arms free and they 
let go of him. 


"Just admit it. You're fucking jealous." Slash’ voice isn’t yelling anymore. 

Jealous? 

"Jealous that l'm getting married and that | ain't fucking your white ass any longer!" 

The studio turns completely silent. Axl and Slash are staring at each other while you're holding your breath. 
You don't understand, don't understand any of it. 


"Fuck you." Axl hisses and turns around to shovel his way past you making you stumble on his way towards 


the open door. 
"Fuck all of yod" 
And then the redhaired hurricane is gone. 


There's silence again. A lot of it. 


The rest of you are scattered around the room like a bunch of confused dominoes who don't know what the 


fuck to do about themselves. 


"Fuck this shit." Is how Slash leaves the rehersal that day, and even if any of you did know what to say, no one 


says a damn thing. 


Now you know for sure that you're not wrong to say that things are off with the band. 


After the rehersal incident Slash disappeared for three days showing up in the middle of the right on the third 
day completely and utterly shitfaced, 


You're surprised the idiot didn't end op OD'ing from that - and relieved, of course. 


A week has passed and Axl is still locked up in his house refusing to be in any kind of contact with the outside 


world. The only signs of life he's given any of you so far is hanging up on your calls. 

You guess its better than nothing. 

Its safe to say that the band is under fucking pressure. 

Especially Izzy is bothered by the situation. The guy is fucking distant even when he sits right next to you in 
the studio as you try to get some sort of work done. Matt, being the newest addition to the band, isn't much 


of a help, but you appreciate his effort. 


Slash has been showing up and then leaving without a word within a couple of hours for a couple of days now, 
and you're so sick of the whole fucking thing. 


Management is pushing for results, but without a singer and guitarist there are none. 

The bass in your lap is heavy and when you look at it, it seems pointless to be sitting with it like this. 
The room is quite except for Slash's incoherent nodes which fill the silence. 

You wonder if there's any fucking point in this freak show any longer. 

Was that it? 

How fucking dare Axl and Slash throw everything away over whatever shit they've been doing. 


You're not sure you believe what Slash had been shouting that day, though. It seems surreal. Sure, you'd think 


Slash could be up to that sort of thing, but Axl? So fucking unlikely, but you don't have the balls to bring it 


up. You're not sure you even want to fucking know. 


You light another cigarette and down one of the shots you've lined up in front of yourself. You've decided you 
need them these days just like you need the smack. 


You have to admit that you're more than surprised when the door to the recording room opens and Axl walks 
in. 


Hell, the guy looks like shit. 
Clearly he hasn't been spending his spare time sleeping. There are bags under his eyes and though his hair 


looks clean, like it always does, it looks a mess. His face is full of red stubbles, and he's wearing a much too big 


and much too used t-shirt and whatever bikershorts he's been able to find. 
The bottle of vodka in his hand is half empty. 

Rose doesn't acknowledge any of you - it's a habit of his by now. 

He heads straight for the microphone and turns it on 


He takes a large swing of the bottle and pours his very soul into his signature howl, is what it is, and he drags 
it out so long that you're thinking he'll be passing out any second, but then he sings. 


Axl is singing like its the last fucking time he'll ever be singing. 

You swallow. 

Then the redhead starts moving like it's a fucking stage with an 100,000 people in the audience. 
The vodka spills all over him, all over the floor. 

He's sweating. 

He's furious. 


You look over at Slash. He's watching too - staring, you'd say. You can't tell what he's thinking, but if he's 


aware that you're watching him, he sure hides it well. 
This goes on for a while. ‘This' being Axl singing bloody murder and the rest of you watching petrified. 


At some point you see Slash get up from his seat in the corner of your eye. 


Electric guitar in his hands and he starts playing. He's offering Axl back up, and to your surprise, Axl takes it. 


Slash moves slightly closer to Axl who may not notice it, but you do. You notice him watching the redhead. He 


doesn't look anywhere else. 


You watch Slash move closer and closer to the redhead song after song. You find it difficult to believe that 
Axl hasn't noticed by now, but he isn't reacting. Isn't moving away. 


You don't get what they're playing at, and at last Slash is so close he grabs Axl's arm in an attempt to get his 
attention. 


He succeeds and the room turns silent again. 
"Axl" You can barely hear the name leave Slash' mouth, but it does and Axl's hard expression stirs. 


"Axl." it sounds so soft, "please. I'm sorry." He's whispering, but everything is so quite that you're still able to 
hear it. 


"Fuck off" Fuck, Axl always has to be so harsh. 

"| shouldn't have said. that Not here anyway." He motions into the room making his point clear. 

"You think thats what | wanna hear?" The redhead hisses. "I don't give a shit about them" 

Why aren't you offended? 

"You just fucking left. Out of nowhere, you're gone. You come around, fuck me up and leave without a word, 


and | have to.." Axl facial expression is under pressure. He has to pause to compose himself before he 


continues in a much lower volume, "I have to read a fucking headline to find out you're getting married when | 


thought." 
The redhead looks away. He seems unsure. 
He goes for a large gulp of the vodka. And another one. 


"I thought." he says again speaking slowly this time, "that we.. | haven't - with anyone else, and | thought you 
hadn't either." 


Then Axl laughs, and hell it's fucking weird, "I'm a big fucking idiot" 
The singer isn’t looking anywhere after that confession, and your chest feels heavy. 


He's just looking distantly into the wall and you watch Slash look at him. It's one of those days where you can 


see his face, his eyes, and they look sad 

"I didn't know." Says Slash‘ deep voice after a while. 

"You never fucking know." 

Anger is Axl go-to-emotion and in this situation you can understand why. 


"Axl." Slash grabs his hand and Axl looks at him. They're looking at each other and if only eyes could talk, you 
think 


"You know how." Slash seems to have to rethink that phrase before continuing, "| mean, you must know how 
I've been.. feeling" He spits out the last work like it leaves a bad taste in his mouth. 


"How'd | fucking know? You never tell me shit!" 
"I thought you knew.. That I'd made it clear." 
You're dying to know what it is Slash thinks he's made clear. 


Axl isn't responding though, he's gone stiff and has a distant look on his face. You wonder what the hell is going 
on inside his head. 


"Axl" Slash says to get his attention, but it isn't working. 
He tries again and still nothing. 
You watch Slash step closer to Axl. 


They're so close now that their bodies are touching, and though the redhead is still distant Slash lifts his hand 


to caress his cheek in a comforting manner. 


You watch the hand slide from the cheek to the back of the neck under the long red hair and back to the 
cheek. 


It goes on like that for a while before the guitarist lets his forehead rest against Axl's. 
You're watching with great astonishment how Slash seems to know the singer so well. 


Life seems to be returning to the green eyes slowly and their gaze becomes more and more aware, more and 


more present. 


"Axl." Slash almost whispers, "I love you." 


You still completely and hold your breath. 

You feel like you're abusing the pair, like you're invading their privacy. 
Your heart sinks. 

This is fucking real. 


Slash loves Axl, and you can tell that Axl loves Slash, he doesn't have to say it back. It's as clear as daylight, 


and you didn't even realise it. 
You're not sure why it makes you feel this relieved, this happy, but it does. 


You're happy for them, and you can't even find it in yourself to feel grossed out when you watch them kiss. 
You find that you don't mind all that much. 


However, it all starts getting fucking real when the kiss seems to drag out and turn into something a lot more 


heated than a kiss of reconciliation. 

Are you supposed to leave? Are they going to leave? 
Are they going to stop? 

It doesn't look like they are. 

You scratch your neck and take a look around. 

You sense discomfort across the board. 


Izzy gets up from his seats. He stands awkwardly for a moment, clearly hesitating, and looks over at the pair 
before he decides that it's best to leave them alone. 


The rest of you follow his example. 


The things is, though, that ‘leaving’ means going into the sound studio which is the room that has a big fucking 


window facing the recording room. 
You all try to play it cool. 
Izzy finds a guitar and sits down on the chair that's facing away from the window. 


Matt lay down on the couch to try, or at least to pretend to try, to nap, which leaves you standing there like 


a big fucking moron. 


You really wish that you were as uninterested in the thing happening in the room just next to you as the 


other two seems to be, but you think it's a big fucking deal. Axl and Slash are like a thing. It's crazy. 


It's not that you want to watch them or that you're keen on the whole gay-thing, you're definitely not, it's 


just that you're bloody curious, so what if you sneak a peak? 
So you do just that. 


Everything from the low coffee table has been pushed down onto the floor. Paper, alcohol, cups, cigarettes and 


ashtrays. It's a mess and you can only imagine what sort of a fucking stiain it's going to leave. 


The mess that's now on the floor has been replaced by Axl who is now laying on top of the table. He's on his 
back. His long hair is falling over the edge of the table and it almost reaches the floor. 


You don't want to look to closely, but it's pretty fucking evident that he's only wearing the t-shirt now. 

Slash is on top of him, between his legs, and is hovering on his elbows. 

Shit, that must be painful against the tiles on the surface of the table, you think His mane of black hair is 
blocking his face completely from your view, but you don't need to see it in order to guess that he's enjoying 
himself. 


If his thrusts and Axl's face is anything to go by you'd say that you won't be left out here for that long. 


You decide that you've seen enough and go to sit down next to Matt's feet. You can tell he isn't sleeping, but 


who fucking cares? 
You light a cigarette and lean back. 


After a while, you don't know how long that is, Izzy asks if they're fucking done with it yet. You tell him to go 
fuck himself. 


Another while passes and the door into the recording room is opened. All three of you look up. 
Its safe to say that it's fucking awkward to go back in there. 
They've made a proper mess and the room reeks of sex. 


Axl's hair is messy and his face is flushed. He still isn't acknowledging any of you, but this time you think you 


can tell that it's because his embarrassed. 


Slash doesn’t say a thing either. He's unusually preoccupied with tuning his guitar. 


"Are we ready then?" You hear Axl ask, and you're all a bit too fast at agreeing. 
Matt then goes for the count down, and before you know it things are pretty much back to normal. 


You never witness Axl and Slash exchange any kind of romantic or sexual gesture again, except for that one 


time you really have to take a piss and they forget to lock the door. Nothing you haven't seen before though, 
but of course you don't tell them that. 


The band is strong again and the following album turns out to be a great success. The tour goes well, and 


you're all having a blast and living the rock'n'fucking'roll fantasy. 


~ At least, that's what you're going to pretend. 


